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soldier a more difficult and dangerous task. In any one
of lesser calibre the attempt would be called madness.
He was face to face at last with his old rival. He was
about to defy the most brilliant of Cromwell's generals,
and before he could call his strength his own he had to
tear from it its toughest fibres. The London officers
had succeeded in making his army a hotbed of the very
opinions he had determined to crush with it. On the
whole Scotch establishment there was hardly a colonel
who was above suspicion. Every garrison and every
company were full of the veteran fanatics who had
taught the world the art of revolution, and every man of
them in his heart rejoiced at Lambert's success. "With
this element free, his army was Lambert's army. At
all cost it must be made powerless, though it was the
very soul of his force. But Monk did not hesitate.
Not a moment was to be lost. In a few hours the news
would be all over Scotland and the chance gone.
All the principal garrisons, with the exception of
Stirling and Aberdeen, were in the hands of Lambert's
nominees, and the whole venture turned upon the
rapidity with which they could be secured.

Hardly was Clarges's despatch in the general's hands
when Captain Smith was galloping for Edinburgh and
Leith to take the first step towards mastering the gar-
risons there. The capital was occupied by Monk's own
regiment and Talbot's "Black Colours." Talbot's was
far from sound, and in the general's own there was
hardly an officer who was not a rank Anabaptist. For-
tunately, in the absence of the superior officers, Talbot's
was being commanded by its major, Hubblethorne, and
Monk's by its senior captain, Ethelbert Morgan. Atessedns, and Nicholasake the Church.
